

Introduction by Suo Mynona: 

The great tragedy of artistry is the uncertainty 
that anything you make will even be seen, much 
like this book, which is in it of itself about an 
esoteric topic that most people will never hear 
about. It seems like I’m cursed to continually 
contribute culture only for myself. A prospect 
that is continually romanticized by artists that 
doesn’t know the first thing about financial 
uncertainty. 

I sometimes wonder if there’s a flip in your 
head that switches when you get successful 
enough that you stop worrying about yourself, 
and by extension, other people because “If I can 
beat the odds, so can anyone!” I am, in that 
respect, grateful that I never succeeded in my 
artistic endeavor, which may be why I wrote this 
book to be so difficult to follow. 

Despite all that, it does make me sad that 
my youth was spent on an artistic endeavor that 
was effectively exterminated by hate groups that 
now rule the black metal scene I once didn’t 
mind associating with. 

When I think about it, I’m not bitter 
because I saw both the beginning and the death 
of the genre, but because it was the only Black 
Metal community that tried to be better. Maybe 
it can be like that again. 
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Notes on the Text by Suo Mynona: 

The name of the book stems from the fact that I 
don’t know the entire history of all these people 
and what their history with Satan, Grave and 
Thunder, Backpedal, and the community that 
developed around Natas. This is my limited 
experience and thus, vague about important 
details that may have illuminated the genre and 
its history further. 

I have also chosen to represent the people 
in the book who are not widely known as their 
nicknames and use “they” as their pronoun. This 
is both to hide the identity of those who are still 
alive and to keep Nazis away from the graves of 
those who didn’t make it. 

Besides, it would kind of suck if you were 
in a real fucking book and you couldn’t tell, 
wouldn’t it? 
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For Rain 

Whose real name was more beautiful than the 

storm 

Whose goal was to make a better world 

Who, despite their obsession, could never quite 
figure out how to draw Garfield 

I love you still. 
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Prologue 

1989 - A Black Metal Bar Opens in Iceland 


Growing up in a rather conservative household 
is tough, as you have expectations both about 
their binary view of your gender and your 
heritage. It’s always, “When are you getting 
married to someone, we feel you can marry,” or 
something of equal caliber meant to pressure 
you, but see it just as a question when you see 
their unassuming smiles. After all, that’s how 
their parents fucked them up. 

I was angry all the time. My parents didn’t 
get me and the most popular TV shows from the 
USA we got only enforced this ignorance among 
the people of Iceland. Being different than what 
people felt was “normal” was an endless source 
of comedy, even if it was just one joke told 
repeatedly: “Look at that person! They’re 
different!” 

Then in 1988, two people named Hugo 
Anderson and Bobandis Davidson came back 
from a vacation in Norway, carrying with them 
a briefcase filled with records and cassettes from 
what felt like the end of the world. Gone were 
the sheepherder sons from outside Reykjavik 
that greeted everyone with a smile dressed in 
woolen sweaters. They dressed in black with 
studded leather jackets and looked at everyone 
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like they were going to assault them. It was as if 
they had been replaced with bad copies. 

Hugo and Bobandis, who wanted to be 
known as Grave and Thunder, became the 
subject of what seemed like every conversation 
for about two weeks, until they were only 
spoken of in hushed whispers and eventually, 
almost forgotten. 

My parents told me that they had been 
corrupted in Norway and had begun sacrificing 
people in the hopes of selling their souls to 
Satan. They talked about it like it was infectious, 
that I should never approach them, or I would 
get killed. Maybe worse, maybe I’d become like 
them. Hunting for damnation. (Which sounds 
fucking rad by the way) 

I swore I would never approach them, not 
because I was afraid of them, but because I was 
afraid of the implied threat of violence from my 
parents. I would be lying if I said I wasn’t 
incredibly tempted to seek them out though, 
because I could tell that my parents were afraid 
of them. In my mind at the time, being feared 
was the same as being treated well. I blame my 
parents. 
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Reykjavik isn’t a huge place, so you’re bound to 
meet some people regardless of whether you 
want to or not, but I, like many others who had 
only heard of them, actively tried to spot Grave 
and Thunder. They represented something my 
parents didn’t have an answer for in all of their 
ancient ideas. Well, there were answers, but 
legal witch trials haven’t really been a thing on 
Iceland since 1686, and even then, you could get 
out of it by having someone vouch for you. That 
doesn’t mean there can’t be metaphorical ones 
though. 

Everyone knew that Grave and Thunder 
didn’t want to continue the family business of 
herding sheep, so it was no surprise that Thunder 
sold the farm and the livestock when his father 
died and opened a bar with Grave in Reykjavik. 
What was a surprise to me (at the time) was that 
everyone claimed that David Leifson had been 
killed by Grave and Thunder in order to get the 
money so they could open the bar. Despite the 
fact that David had been in intensive care for 
three years. 

There were intense discussions, the police 
used forever to inspect David’s body, and the 
news filmed Thunder at the funeral, trying to 
discern if he was sad, or happy. It was not until 
years later that we found out that the cops had 
been spying on them and tried to catch them 
doing something illegal. It was, to put it mildly, 
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a fucking disgrace, especially towards Thunder, 
who it would turn out was actually a good 
person, unlike Grave. 

The close to constant media coverage did 
marvels for their publicity though, because their 
bar named, “Satan” (because what else would it 
be called?) drew people from all over Iceland to 
it, like a magnetic pull, including myself. 

This is the first time I heard Black Metal. 
My heart pounded to the rhythm, my muscles 
tightened, and the anger I had been carrying for 
all those years finally felt welcome. Thus, I 
became the first customer to enter the pub that 
would spawn Backpedal. 
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1 


1991 - The First Backpedal Song 


Despite its reputation and plenty of protests in 
the first three days Satan was open, or perhaps 
because of said things, the pub began drawing in 
people, usually of the younger crowd. A lot of 
them approached Satan in an effort to seem 
edgy, but they would usually only come three or 
four times in total and only stay for as long as it 
took them to finish their drinks. We called these 
people “flies” as this was before we knew 
“poser” became a more common term. 

However, “flies” were important for 
business. So important that Grave quickly 
became known as “Lord of the Flies,” a title he 
added to his name with pride, even introducing 
himself as Grave, Lord of the Flies. When you 
first got to know him, he was like everyone else 
who stuck around: Someone who felt like they 
didn’t fit in and went by a weird name to seem 
cooler than we felt. Well, almost like us. 

He was incredibly serious about all things 
Black Metal and would have punched anyone 
who said he listened to Black Metal like a 
Christian listens to gospel simply for mentioning 
Christians. Needless to say, Black Metal was his 
gospel, going so far as holding loud satanic 
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sermons with a Black Metal soundtrack in order 
to drown out the church bells. 

He got a noise complaint the first time he 
did it, to which he argued that the church was 
doing the same thing, so either the church should 
stop ringing its bells, or he would continue 
blasting Black Metal on Sunday mornings, 
which was his religious right as a Satanist. 
Needless to say, Grave was the brains of Satan, 
while Thunder obediently followed Grave to the 
point that when Grave got a huge pentagram 
tattoo all over his back, so did Thunder. 

Grave was a lot like a cult-leader, but less 
charismatic, just like the “satanic” robes he and 
Thunder were wearing. He was the first in 
Iceland to begin importing leather jackets with 
studs and t-shirts of Black Metal bands, trying 
first to convince us that he would be the only one 
to sell us our uniform. When someone else 
began selling the same items, Grave was 
infuriated. He began telling us that anyone who 
bought what he called “Metal clothing” from 
anyone other than him that they were, 
spiritually, flies, even if they actually were 
making Black Metal music. I kept buying from 
him, not in fear of being called a “fly,” but 
because the idea of buying clothes while 
drinking appealed to me. 
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When I was finally able to buy those 
clothes I quickly changed in the bathroom, 
throwing away my other clothes in the nearest 
trashcan. I swore to never dress like a “fly” ever 
again. An oath I look back at with regret, 
considering how few clothes I had at the time, 
which led to extremely limited showers in my 
early 20s. 

I didn’t care though, because when I wore 
the uniform of being a true Metalhead, 
everybody accepted me, regardless of smell. 
(Sadly, I had to do the same with other people 
who could shower even less than I could.) More 
importantly, my parents completely lost control 
over me. They would now only timidly say for 
instance, “When are you gonna get married?” 
and I could finally reply, “When gay marriage 
becomes legal.” 

While the shock alone was easily worth it, 
I think the main reason I felt I could be snarky 
in return was that the community in Satan felt 
more like a family than my mom or dad ever did. 
If they threw me out, I could just crash at a couch 
for the rest of my life. When you feel like 
someone has your back 100% for the first time, 
you end up feeling like there are no 
consequences. 

My parents didn’t throw me out though, no 
matter how frank I was about my sexuality to 
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make them uncomfortable, or how much I 
cursed. They were intimidated and I knew it, 
more importantly I enjoyed it. This is one of the 
few things I actually regret, I struggled with the 
concept that just because you have been a victim 
doesn’t mean you have the right to victimize 
others. 

I mean, yeah, respect my sexuality and all 
that, but I didn’t need to rub it in their face like 
they, and society, did with heteronormativity. 

This didn’t mean that a few others weren’t 
thrown out by their parents, I even offered up the 
couch for my friend known as Rain. Rain was 
the kind of person who would try to blend into 
the crowd while getting out of it as soon as 
possible. Rain was quiet, which allowed me to 
do almost all the talking, but I thought of us as 
friends. We were both in black leather jackets, 
after all. 

More importantly, I had a huge crush on 
Rain. It was just something about their shy 
posture, thick, black, long hair in front of their 
eyes, and the little smile that they would flash 
when you got them to laugh. We built more and 
more trust, Rain opened up more and more, until 
they passionately talked about everything they 
loved. That was when I fell in love completely. 

I was quiet about it for what felt like an 
eternity, but eventually I figured, “No 
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consequences, right?” and leaned towards Rain, 
giving them plenty of time to pull away, but they 
didn’t, they met me eagerly. A few days later, 
laying naked in bed with Rain I would tell them 
that it felt like we were meant to be together. 
They agreed wholeheartedly. 

That day, after an especially aggressive 
competition between the church and Grave, we 
went to Satan to get a drink and hang out 
together. Because god said Sunday should be the 
day of rest, Grave had decided that Sundays 
should be the day he worked the hardest, taking 
Monday off instead. 

Rain had suggested that they should make a 
Black Metal Garfield shirt with Garfield in 
corpse paint saying “I hate Sundays” instead of 
Mondays. Rain loved the Garfield comics, 
personally, I never really got it, but at the time 
I’d stab someone to get Rain a Garfield toy. 
Needless to say, when Grave said that was stupid 
and Rain got sad, I nearly pulled his teeth out. 
Part of me knows that Thunder was in deep 
regret about holding me back when he and 
Grave were running from the law. 

Regardless, having Satan open on Sunday 
had two huge advantages: 
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1) “Flies” would storm in to get served 
alcohol on a Sunday, making it the most 
profitable day of the week. 

2) Sundays were the days when Satan got in 
new music. (Well, actually, it would come 
on Saturday, but Grave had to spend that 
day listening to the music to check if the 
music was satanic enough.) This got loyal 
fans to the bar on a Sunday, regardless of 
how much work they had the next day, and 
music critics who had no other place to 
listen to these bands. 


This Sunday led to something completely 
different though. Instead of hearing tormented 
roaring of pure rage over aggressive 
instmments, we heard screeches that could only 
be described as otherworldly. Instruments that, 
while aggressive, sounded like they were 
dragging you in rather than pushing you away. 

I remember thinking that if black metal 
came from hell, this was from the deepest pit of 
it. I was for a moment convinced that this was 
played by actual demons, rather than edgy 
teenagers in corpse paint. It was different, it was 
dark, and it was fucking horrifying. I loved it. 

Record after record sounded like this, 
dragging all of us into a stillness that was 
strangely uncommon at Satan. Even Bum, the 
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most talkative of all of us, simply stared at 
everyone in confusion. 

When the new songs had ended and things 
went back to the standard fair of orgies in blood 
and goat sacrifices, everyone in black leather 
stormed up to Thunder who was manning the bar 
while Grave stood from his perch, watching over 
us. Everyone, including me, wanted whatever 
the hell they’d been playing, but Thunder told us 
that we couldn’t buy it. Someone called Fear, 
who was as intimidating as a picture of grass, 
asked why. 

Maybe they had a thing going or, maybe 
Fear paid him, but Thunder leaned in and 
whispered something to them. They looked up, 
a bit shocked, and then laughed a little before 
going off to the place that made Fear think they 
looked the scariest while everyone else were 
busy trying to pry whatever vinyl they could find 
from Thunder. 

Naturally, a lot of people noticed, but 
decided not to follow up when Teeth walked 
over to them and sat down as heavily as they 
could, motioning us to do the same on the other 
side of Fear. “Fear,” Teeth said as they drew 
their finger under Fear’s chin, “I saw you discuss 
something with Thunder over there when you 
asked why we couldn’t buy what they just 
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played. Could you be a darling and tell me what 
he said?” 

Unlike Fear, Teeth was scary. Not by 
looks, but because while most people in Satan 
were liberal with the distribution of threats, 
Teeth skipped said threats and went straight for 
punishment, usually without warning if they 
weren’t part of the clique. They said Teeth 
always got their way; the only question was how 
many teeth someone was willing to lose before 
telling them what they wanted to know. Also, 
anyone who is called “Teeth” are immediately 
intimidating, that’s about as fundamental as the 
law of gravity. 

I was somewhat of a fighter myself, 
especially when Rain was in the crossfire, while 
Rain was more prone to turn the other cheek. I 
understood that Teeth wanted me to tackle Fear 
if they tried to run away. Preferably into the 
table by the way they tilted their head towards it. 

While I wasn’t a big fan of Teeth’s plan, I 
agreed to help. Mostly because I was curious as 
well and partly because you never want to fall 
out with Teeth. They will hurt you in the worst 
way possible like it’s second nature and do it 
with a smile. Fear seemed to know this, as they 
froze up at the first touch they were given. 

“We just, we just...” They couldn’t get 
another word out, as Teeth kept stroking Fear’s 
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neck gently. I would later find out that Fear had 
recently seen Teeth cut the foot off a live dog 
because its owner had insulted him. I also 
noticed that Rain was worried for Fear. They 
always had a big heart. 

I slapped Teeth’s hand and there was a 
moment of stillness in Satan as everyone in our 
sitting group realized what just happened. I 
quickly said, “You’re making them piss 
themselves, do you want this place to smell more 
of piss?” 

Teeth looked at me like nothing else 
existed. What felt like an hour passed before 
they burst out laughing. “You’re right, you’re 
right. Don’t need another baby pissing 
themselves because the music’s too loud, don’t 
you agree Rain?” 

They looked over at Rain with a small 
smile saying, “I know how to hurt you, play your 
cards right and I’ll leave Rain alone.” I heard 
Rain’s breath stop, something they did when 
they got nervous, like they tried to disappear by 
being as quiet as possible. 

“Good one!” I said with a chuckle, acting 
for what felt like my life. Teeth smiled a little 
and turned their attention back to Fear. Things 
were good between us. For now. 

“Back to the matter at hand,” continued 
Teeth, “what were you talking about with 
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Thunder? Why can’t he sell us any copies of the 
new music Grave just played?” 

“Because it’s not new music,” Fear 
eventually managed through heavy, nervous 
stuttering. “None of the new music was Satanic 
enough for Grave, so he played a couple of old 
albums backwards on a slower speed.” 

I looked disappointed up at Teeth. We’d 
done all that for such a weak answer? Teeth 
didn’t seem to mind though. I think they were 
just happy to have made someone’s day a little 
worse. They stood up and said, “Well, it’s been 
fun. Got to go now.” They leaned in and 
whispered to Fear, “Try not pissing yourself.” 

Once Teeth left, Rain finally drew breath 
and I could finally feel like I was breathing 
rather than drowning in tension. Fear was 
already crying and Rain hurried over to comfort 
them. “I hate them!” Fear said again and again 
through heavy stuttering and crying. 

They didn’t hate us for participating, we’d 
all been part of Teeth’s intimidation tactics, even 
Rain, who had told me they felt so disgusted 
with themselves afterwards that they vomited all 
over the street. 

Nobody told Teeth “no” because nobody 
wanted to figure out how they’d react if they 
weren’t pleased. We all had a strong suspicion 
that their reaction was part of why they were an 
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orphan. At a certain point you stop thinking of 
the people who participate with Teeth like the 
same people you’d meet otherwise. It was 
survival, nothing personal. 

Trying to lighten the tone, I said, “It may 
not have been a real genre, but that sound was 
amazing though.” 

Fear giggled a little and said, “Yeah, you 
see how they’re clamoring to own it over there. 
Thunder thought it was funny that nobody 
caught on. He even gave it a name, though it’ll 
probably change when Grave hears that Thunder 
made a decision without him.” 

“What did he call it?” I asked, noticing that 
the tension was dropping and that Fear was 
getting steadier in their speech. 

“Backpedal. I said I didn’t get it, but I liked 
it.” 


I looked over at Thunder with a smile, he 
smiled back as the bar was emptying of raging 
attendants. “I think that’s the point.” 
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2 


1992-1994 - Satan’s Grave 


Grave was quick to announce that the real name 
of the genre was “True Undead Black Metal.” 
Fear, Rain, and I called it Backpedal though, in 
open defiance of Grave who was more inclined 
to ignore us if we did. 

If there’s a better feeling than sex, it’s 
having a try-hard Satanist ignoring you. 

Thunder seemed to like that we kept the 
name, like a decision he had made had mattered 
for once. He’d often discuss ideas with the 
clientele before bringing it up with Grave, and 
some of them were good ideas, but few of them 
were implemented. The ones that did go through 
were often credited to Grave, sometimes as a 
vision from Satan himself. It would’ve been 
funny, hadn’t it also been so sad. 

More flies were interested to check out 
Satan after Backpedal was invented, advertised 
as an experience unlike any other. It certainly 
was, as some flies weren’t even finishing their 
drinks before leaving. It did bring in a sufficient 
amount of money and in some cases, expanded 
the clientele of Satan. I attribute all of this to the 
creation of Backpedal. 
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Bum also became a part of the workforce, 
as a naturally gifted accountant, who managed 
to find several leaks in their budget and made 
sure that Satan didn’t go broke when it, 
according to them, would have collapsed in half 
a year without their help. 

This extra money awakened something in 
Grave: Greed. Not necessarily for money, but 
for status and notoriety in the Black Metal 
culture. He began telling the clients that 
Backpedal was the way it was because satanic 
messages in songs were found backwards, thus 
it stood to reason that Satan experiences time 
backwards. 

While it was clearly a lie that somehow 
occasionally got Grave laid by people who like 
a young me admired Grave and Thunder for 
being different, it seemed like Grave was slowly 
beginning to believe in the stories himself. He 
once claimed that his mother had laid with a 
demon and that he was the offspring, sometimes 
showing up with scars in the shapes of satanic 
markings he claimed had appeared when he 
woke up. 

In order to become even more satanic than 
he already was, if that’s even possible, he began 
a plan, which started by selling Backpedal 
albums over the counter. Even if I was glad I 
could finally own something that contained my 
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admittedly weird obsession, I had a bad feeling 
about the legality of these albums, especially as 
the album art was just mirror flipped and 
intended to be upside-down. Rain, who was 
about as clever as they were cute, noted that 
while playing Backpedal in clubs was fine 
because they had bought the rights to play the 
record and could theoretically play it however 
the club-owners liked, selling that music again 
was dubious. This was just the first step in 
Grave’s plan though. 

After accruing a fair bit of change from 
Satan, Grave went to Norway again, trying to 
rub shoulders with what he called, “The purer 
Satanists of Norway.” It was honestly a nice 
change of pace. Satan wasn’t competing with the 
church bells because nobody other than Grave 
really cared (even if we still had the place open 
on Sundays), you wouldn’t be bombarded with 
the occasional comment about how awesome 
satanism is, and it was actually possible to 
request Black Metal that wasn’t exclusively 
about Satan. (There was still a lot of records to 
pick from when it came to Satan, even back then. 
Black metal artists still seem way too homy for 
Satan.) 

It was a great two months for us at Satan. 
For Norway’s cultural capital, it was horrifying, 
as old churches from over 100 years ago lit up. 
This period from the 30 th of June to the 3 rd of 
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September had a total of 3 church burnings in 
Norway. 

Rain and I were cuddling under the 
blankets on my parent’s couch watching the 
news when we found out. Not that we were 
horribly surprised. Even if Grave didn’t get 
anyone with him, he’d probably find the energy 
to burn at least three churches down. It was, to 
use one of those puns Rain used to make that 
would annoy me to no end, the hot thing in 
Satanism at the time, which meant that Grave 
would, by all accounts, overdo it. 

Not that Rain and I minded, though Rain 
was decisively less vocal about it. I would wax 
poetically and loudly about Christianity’s 
suppression of minorities and the history of 
violence they had committed in the name of a 
faith that was supposed to be peaceful. Rain and 
I loved this rebellion. Until Grave came back. 


What I expected when Grave came back was 
that things would return to normal, other than the 
fact that Grave would have a few new stories, 
mostly about burning churches with other 
people from the Black Metal community. 
Something I actually looked forward to, as his 
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“demon dad” and “goat sacrificing” stories went 
stale the third time you heard them, let alone the 
50 th . What I got was different. 

While Grave did return with stories, 
mostly about how he had been at all the church 
burnings in Norway while he was there, there 
was something different about him. He would 
always look at me like I had said “I don’t know, 
Satan is kind of overrated.” The genuine hate 
wasn’t just felt by me, but by others at the 
clientele as well. All of which were either not 
straight, not cis, or not white. 


This sentiment began spreading among those 
who were straight, cis, and white, who began 
doing Nazi salutes. They either said it was a 
joke, that it was a historical Roman salute that 
didn’t mean they were fascists, or were just open 
Nazis. At least the transparency in the latter 
group made it easy to hate them. 

I quickly lost track of how many times I 
was called a homophobic slur, though I know 
how many times Rain has been called that in 
front of me. Once. Fun fact: People are less 
likely to be openly fascist fucks if you break 
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their teeth with cobblestone, which means their 
ideas will have a harder time spreading. 

Rain didn’t want to Satan anymore and I 
could hardly blame them. I was sick and tired of 
what was once a safe-haven for those who didn’t 
fit into social norms transform into a safe-haven 
for sad man-children who hated everyone who 
was different and objectified women. 

One day, Burn showed up at my door, 
wondering where Rain and I had been. Rain 
broke down crying and Burn looked genuinely 
concerned. This was the moment I decided to 
trust them and I did something that Grave would 
definitely have viewed as the least metal thing to 
do: I opened up about my feelings. I also 
eventually broke down in tears trying to express 
how horrifying it was to lose the one place that 
felt like home. Trust me, nothing is as metal as 
being emotionally vulnerable. 

Bum was horrified, saying they’d always 
assumed it was all a joke to damage the status 
quo. I told them that homophobia and racism 
was the status quo. Bum didn’t quite wrap their 
head around the idea at that point, but was 
certainly sorry for any offense they had caused. 
This was when Rain finally asked, “What has 
happened in Satan while we were gone?” 

Bum told us of how Grave had told people 
that he had been introduced to Varg Vikernes at 
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a church burning and been endowed in the black 
circle. While the black circle detail turned out to 
be made up, he had introduced Varg to 
Backpedal, even bringing some records for him 
to listen to. Varg, in turn, introduced Grave to 
myths of “western superiority” and “evil 
minorities” to put it in gentler phrases than Varg 
ever physically could. 

Varg was the embodiment of what Grave 
wanted to be: Notorious both in reputation and 
in his worship of Satan. Naturally, Grave 
believed every word coming out of Varg’s 
mouth. If Varg had been shitting diarrhea out his 
mouth, Grave would have drunk it. Frankly, that 
would have been better for him. Not to mention 
that I’d have a shred of respect for him. 

Maybe this is why I’m remembering 
Thunder more fondly. While he worked in 
Satan, he never submitted to the ideas Grave 
espoused. He still greeted everyone who 
otherwise felt unwelcome in Satan now. 
Thunder really was the heart of Satan. 

When Burn was done telling us about what 
had happened in Satan, they said, “I’m sorry. Is 
there anything I can do?” 

Rain, who had gone from crying to shaking 
with rage, said something that would change the 
face of Backpedal forever: “Stop paying the 
music license.” 
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After we put together a plan Rain creatively 
named, “Scalp the Skinheads,” the naming of 
which from Rain’s otherwise pure lips really 
turned me on by the way, Burn decided that they 
should probably leave before Satan closed and 
anyone saw them with us. We said our goodbyes 
and I turned to Rain, ready to fuck the ever- 
loving shit out of them. Rain bit their lip in 
excitement, turning me on even more. I walked 
as seductively as I could towards them. 

Had I been quicker, that night would have 
ended much sooner than it did. There was a loud 
thud and a muffled scream outside the door. I 
turned to look at the door in panic. When I 
turned back to Rain, their face had gone from 
excitement to the silent horror they went into 
when they held their breath. I signaled for them 
to walk out of the way silently and walked to the 
door when Rain was out of sight. 

Listening to the door I could hear laughter 
and just beneath that, crying. The laughters were 
new, but the voice that cut in was all too familiar. 
“Why were you talking to them?” Teeth said, 
pronouncing “them” like he was disgusted with 
the word. 
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Bum began stammering though heavy 
tears before Teeth shut them up. “You know 
what your problem is?” The laughter was dying 
down. These people hadn’t been around Teeth 
for a long time. “You talk too much. I wonder, 
did you pick your name, or were you called it 
because you bum through entire paragraphs in 
seconds?” 

“Uh, Teeth, are you sure about...” said one 
of the goons before Teeth cut them off. 

“Yes, I’m sure. Now hold them down and 
open their mouth.” They said the words less like 
they were in an intense situation and more like a 
parent explaining why their kid needed to eat 
their vegetable for the fifth time that day. 
Impatient and annoyed. 

My brain didn’t so much control me as it 
said, “Start” and instinct took over. 

My door flung open and I saw Bum laying 
on the ground and Teeth hovering over them 
with a knife in their hand looking into their 
mouth, which was being forced open by one of 
the new clients at Satan. 

I stormed over and Teeth looked up at me 
surprised with their mouth slightly open. It 
turned out that my boot fit neatly into that hole 
as I kicked them in the pallet. 
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Teeth was laying on their back in complete 
shock as I turned around to the person holding 
Bum’s mouth open, who was clearly not 
prepared for either Teeth cutting out someone’s 
tongue, or Teeth being overpowered, as they 
were still holding Bum’s mouth open. 

The sole of my foot shot out in the center 
of their face, making a satisfying “crunch” 
sound and leaving them only with memories of 
having a nose. 

I turned around, ignoring the screams that 
began erupting from behind me and focused on 
whoever was still standing. Even if Bum had 
backed me up, we were still outnumbered, 
especially considering that the one with the 
broken nose wasn’t laying in shock. Fortunately, 
the mix of horror from what had just transpired 
and the general foolishness that comes with 
being a Nazi caused them all to scatter without a 
second thought for anyone’s skin but their own. 

I bent over Teeth who was finally 
beginning to show signs that they were able to 
take in the world around them. I picked up one 
of several teeth they had lost and studied it. “Do 
they call you “Teeth” because it’s so fucking 
easy to knock them out of you?” I asked as 
coldly as I could. 

I knew that by all accounts of what this 
click was that I was fucked. Then again, I 
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couldn’t let Teeth cut out Bum’s tongue, and I 
couldn’t be in deeper shit, so why not dig a bit 
deeper? 

“Not so tough without a bunch of assholes 
at your side to make you seem scary, right? 
Well, I’m fucking done. I’m never going to 
stand next to you ever again, understand? People 
like you in the Black Metal environment is over 
and if you say what happened here to Grave, or 
any of your Nazi-buddies, I’m going to break 
your jaw into several pieces and make sure 
nobody can ever fix the gross shithole you call a 
mouth. Got it?” 

If I had to explain how I came up with that, 
I had to say that still don’t understand exactly 
where that came from. I could only explain it as 
primordial energy, like I was shaping the world 
with my voice. I felt the power of every syllable 
and from the look of horror on Teeth’s face, they 
probably felt it too. 

They meekly nodded and I threw them 
back on the ground, turning around to say, “Fear 
is scarier than you.” I turned around and walked 
back to the house, only responding to Bum’s 
incredibly fast thanks with a nod before 
shouting, “Rain! We’re fucking right now!” And 
so, we did, and it was the best and wildest sex 
I’ve ever had. 
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After the plan started, it took approximately half 
an hour for Satan to open before it was closed 
down again by the police. While I’m against the 
use of the state’s tool for justified violence, there 
was something beautiful about seeing them take 
Grave away while they were shooing away a 
bunch of Nazis who thought they were above the 
law just because they’d lick through the boots of 
any cop they could see. In fact, many cops were 
fired after they were outed as a Nazis when they 
were caught doing Nazi-salutes, but cops being 
Nazis isn’t surprising. 

The case went from simply playing music 
without a license, to selling pirated music, to 
hate-crimes, and finally, conspiracy to commit 
arson. Had people cared about Satan as much as 
they first did, it may have been covered by the 
media. Despite church burning still being a 
problem at the time in Norway, it was just 
planning. Also, people didn’t give a shit about 
hate-crimes. People at least pretend to care now. 

I managed to find out what had happened 
in the courtroom: Grave would constantly argue 
with semantics and parallels, something that can 
work wonders in the real world, but badly in 
court. Amongst other things he argued that the 
Backpedal records were transformative enough 
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to fall under fair use, which nobody believed, 
that minorities deserved to be hated, which 
nobody believed, and that there had been an 
error in the accounting, which turned out to be 
true. 


The funniest thing to come out of that was 
that Grave tried to justify committing arson 
because the church opposed his freedoms as a 
Satanist. I assume this was because people 
stopped caring about and reacting to what he had 
to say. 

Thunder remained quiet through much of 
the trial, claiming only that he had either been 
tricked by Grave or not participated. He also 
claimed that there was a mistake in the 
accounting. 

It was looking as if Grave was going away 
for a long time and that Thunder would serve a 
far less severe sentence. Something that by all 
means would’ve been the ideal situation. Then 
they torched the courthouse and fled in the 
confusion. 

Nobody knew why Thunder did it, but I 
have a feeling that Grave’s argumentative skills, 
while terrible in court, were extremely effective 
in almost every other situation. He must have 
convinced Thunder that they’d both get the 
same, long sentence and the only way to be free 
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was to escape. They were last seen heading to 
the North of Iceland and were never seen again. 

After a month of searching, Grave and 
Thunder were presumed dead. I hope that 
Thunder had grown sick of Grave and left him 
to fend for himself while he found a small 
fishing village up North to live in. Then again, 
Thunder would probably have either come back 
to Reykjavik, or at least sent a postcard to Fear, 
just to let them know what happened. Fear said 
they never received any cards. I assume they 
both died scared and alone. 

Rain and I had assumed that Grave would, 
begrudgingly, accept any fight he couldn’t 
verbally win and that they would just be put out 
of commission long enough for us to transform 
Satan from the inside and change the Nazi 
clientele to a clientele we actually wanted. 

Instead, we sat inside trying to convince 
ourselves that we weren’t responsible for 
potentially killing someone. We could at least 
deny it amongst ourselves. “Maybe Thunder just 
wanted to leave that life behind him and Grave 
changed his way! Maybe they’re up North right 
now laughing at how weird Grave was in what 
they’d call, ‘the good old days?”’ Rain would 
often suggest. Somehow, they could always 
make me look on the bright side. 
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A few days after Grave and Thunder were 
presumed dead, there was a knock on my door. 
It was Fear, out of breath and smiling. “I got it!” 

“What did you get?” 

“Satan!” 

After all that had happened in my head 
over the days since the declaration of death, it 
took a few moments for me to connect the dots. 
“Wait, you own the bar now?” 

Fear radiated with joy, a far more fitting 
nickname for them when I think about it. “I was 
the only one written up on Thunder’s will and it 
was he who bought the bar in the first place, 
so...” they waved with the deed. 

“Good for you,” was all I could think to say 
before I realized something. “What brings you 
here, then?” 

“Well, uh... I don’t really know the first 
thing about running a bar.” 

I looked at them dumbfounded. “Does it 
look like Rain and I know the first thing about 
running a bar?” 

“Well, no. No offence of course. It’s just 
that...” they gestured to me again. “You know.” 

“I have no fucking idea what you’re 
referring to.” 
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“Grave helped build a certain... clientele 
for Satan that I’d like to, uh, avoid if possible, 
and the best way to do that is to hire you, I guess. 
To scare them off.” 

It took a moment before the words finally 
settled in, but when they did I asked, “So you 
want to hire me because Nazis think I’m scary?” 

Fear did something that could be described 
as a nod if you’d hurt your neck and half your 
body at the same time. 

Remembering how terrified Teeth had 
looked without, well, teeth, I smiled despite 
myself. “Til do it if Rain also gets a job there.” 

Fear looked incredibly relieved, saying, 
“Hey, I’d let you fucking live there if that’s what 
it takes.” 

“What do you mean by that?” I asked. 

It turned out that Grave and Thunder had 
both lived above the bar since Satan first opened 
and that one of the rooms were available, so I 
told them that we’d take that as well, which they 
happily agreed to. “After all,” they said, “I don’t 
want to be a dirty-ass tenant.” 

We moved out of my parent’s house, to 
their great relief, and started our new life living 
above a bar that barely paid the bills, but it was 
home. 
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1994-1997 - Awaken the Natas 

The Nazis of Iceland did not go quietly into the 
night when Satan re-opened and they found Rain 
and I behind the counter. They left, often with a 
concerned look on their face, but that didn’t stop 
them from vandalizing the building with 
homophobic and racist slurs when we were 
closed. It was almost as if they were trying to 
reclaim Satan, but were also going about it in the 
least effective way possible. That’s Nazis for 
you though. 

We found out that we needed to change 
something to signify that Satan was a different 
beast now. Fear suggested changing the name to 
something else, either to confuse them, or to 
signalize that our acceptance of them was 
completely gone. 

Bum said it would be too expensive to 
change the letters on the sign and as Rain, Bum, 
and I were discussing other things we could do, 
Fear brought out a brown napkin smudged with 
blue ink. It said “Satan” repeatedly, with tiny 
lines and circles around the letters, seemingly in 
an attempt to create a working anagram. The 
only successful one they had made was “Ants,” 
which was crossed out with the note, “Not metal 
enough.” 
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“What am I looking at?” I said as I turned 
to Fear, who again pointed at the napkin, but this 
time with more specificity. In the comer, hardly 
visible on the stain it said, “Natas.” 

After a while, Rain said, “I get it, but uh... 
this isn’t going to stop anyone from going in.” 

“I know,” they said, “but it’s a start.” 


Grave had banned non-satanic music from the 
venue because of his ideals as a “true Satanist” 
and before we opened Natas for the first time, 
we had to face a similar, though more important, 
issue. Lots of Backpedal records from the 
known racist Varg Vikemes had come in. Along 
came an attached letter saying something akin 
to, “Here’s the records, remember to send me 
50% of the profits. Varg.” 

The letter seemed far less friendly than 
Grave had described their relation. Maybe he 
had just acted like a dick to impress his idol. 
This, if possible, which really didn’t seem 
possible to at the moment, made me lose even 
more respect for Grave. He had chosen celebrity 
over people he had known for years, the asshole. 
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The letter did consist of something else: A 
return address. 

We did what any sensible people would do 
with a bunch of albums that a racist wanted us to 
sell so they could make money: We got a single¬ 
use camera and brought all the records into the 
wilderness before torching all the albums and 
taking pictures. 

Thought there were pictures of all of us 
laughing at Varg’s dismay, we didn’t send him 
any of these. Instead, we sent a single image of 
the albums burning. We also wrote a long letter 
that, on reflection, was just a long-ass list of 
insults that could have been summarized as, 
“We don’t sell or play records by racist fucks 
like yourself. Never contact us again and if you 
come to Reykjavik, we’ll personally fuck you 
up.” 

I should note, even if it could have been 
summarized like that, it was still a joy to sit with 
Rain, Burn, and Fear inventing and writing a 
bunch of well-earned insults, knowing he would 
be angry beyond reason. Not only had we wasted 
his money, we dared point out that he was a 
fucking awful human being who didn’t deserve 
any of the fame he had. 

The letter we got in response was a long 
list of counter-threats where he called us all 
manner of slurs. Our guess was that he thought 
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no straight, white, cisgendered men could ever 
deny his greatness, so he’d just thought of any 
minority group he could think of and tried to 
insult them in case we should fall into one of 
those categories, which most of us did. 

We decided to hang it up behind the bar 
surrounded by pictures of us burning his records. 
Funnily enough, the day after we got the letter, 
Varg was arrested. The newspaper clip ending 
up next to the letter with the words “Good 
riddance” written over his picture. 

That’s howNatas became the first and only 
metal venue to ban known Nazis both from 
playing and having their songs played at all. This 
did put a sufficient dent in what we could play, 
but we just took the records out and burned 
them. Besides, we could just play the records we 
had backwards now that the license was being 
paid. 

With news of the new rules of what we 
would and would not play in Natas spreading, 
our clientele went from far-right to far-left, 
which turned out to be a much better experience. 

Instead of vandalizing the inside of the 
toilet stalls with swastikas, they gathered up and 
talked about how they could do direct action to 
take down the Nazis. And vandalized the toilet 
stalls with communist propaganda. A trade I’d 
take any day of my life. 
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Natas became the haven for people who 
were actually oppressed rather than those 
thinking they were oppressed because they 
should be more successful on the basis of being 
white, cis, and straight. It was honestly the 
greatest time in the venue’s history where I 
learned a lot of the theory I’ve already espoused 
in this book, but more importantly, I didn’t have 
to actively oppose anyone to be with Rain. 
Instead, I found other gay people to talk with 
about our experiences. It fucking ruled. 


A lot of the new clientele weren’t too keen on 
Black Metal when they first began hanging out 
at Natas, much less Backpedal, but while we 
turned down the music a little to respect those 
we would once have called “flies,” a first in the 
venue’s history as the volume knob was quite 
stuck, others began enjoying the music. Fewer 
still decided to begin making music. 

One of these bands, where I played the 
bass, was called “Niw Lliw Msinummoc” and 
was the only band that actively tried to play 
music backwards. 

The vocalist, called Sickle, because what 
else are you supposed to call yourself when 
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you’re a hardcore communist, would sing while 
drawing their breath in to create the illusion of 
what one would hear when they’d listen to 
Backpedal. Needless to say, the band didn’t stick 
around for a long while. 

Rain said they were saddened by it, but I 
always felt like they were more relieved, as I 
spent a lot of time practicing with the bass and 
playing with the band rather than spend time 
with them. Besides, we were pretty bad on 
reflection. 

Rain’s contribution to Natas, beyond their 
stunning looks, working behind the counter, and 
a natural talent for sound-mixing, was to make 
the “I Hate Sundays” t-shirts they had wanted to 
make for so long. They didn’t sell all that well, 
especially because nobody could tell it was 
supposed to be Garfield. I suppose that’s fine 
though. The venue didn’t need to be hit with 
another copyright infringement claim. 

Most people bought the shirt either 
because they disliked the institution of religion, 
or to make sure Natas had enough money to run 
its business. The ones wearing the shirt most 
frequently was me though. Rain was always so 
happy seeing me wear it and I repeatedly told 
them that it was my favorite shirt, which it really 
was. They made it, after all. 
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It didn’t take long from the disbanding of Niw 
Lliw Msinummoc for Sickle to try inventing 
another way of preforming Backpedal, they 
were an eager fan, I’ll give them that, even if 
Fear and Burn thought you needed to be there at 
the beginning to really be a fan of Backpedal. 

What they eventually landed on was to 
play records backwards in a slower speed, but 
unlike us, adding a bit more theatrics and poetry 
to the whole thing. They were a theatre-kid after 
all. 

You’d think that metal and DJing wouldn’t 
go over well, which, judging by this emerging 
Nu-Metal genre, is true enough. However, 
Backpedal was a different beast all together 
because of the standard that Sickle sat when they 
did their first performance. They acted against 
the indecipherable noises, making a story. A 
dark, paranormal story, with poetry by Edgar 
Allan Poe and dark robes. 

There were few acts that lived up to 
Sickle’s attempt, but that didn’t mean they 
didn’t try. Everyone picked a band to focus on 
and appropriated the chosen band’s name 
backwards. At one point, there were three people 
fighting over who had the right to a single band. 
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Eventually, they ended up joining forces and 
became one of the most popular acts. 

There was an attempt by the police to stop 
us, but as we proved that we had the rights to 
play the songs, people had the right to play 
theatre to it, as long as they didn’t make any 
money from it. Which was technically true, they 
didn’t make money, but if we had enough extra 
money by the end of the month, we’d buy food 
for our comrades. 

The police decided to not follow up on this, 
but they had begun suspecting Natas of foul 
play, especially since people began saying that 
Natas was now a place for degenerates. The fact 
that they longed back to the days when Nazis 
occupied the venue says more about them than 
us in my eyes. 

The image of what being a Backpedal artist 
was would be up for evolution and discussion 
for years to come. I remember that someone 
suggested they should do reverse corpse paint. 
After finding out that it made you look like you 
were doing Blackface it was quickly dropped. 

Something that stuck was black robes and 
negative black and white photos. It was a unique 
aesthetic that did get a bit of a crowd gathering. 
Then again, it may just have been the fact that it 
was a free “concert.” 
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The more theatric aspect of Backpedal got 
a bit more praise by the public and the fact that 
some people in the Backpedal community had 
taken the “reverse of black metal” so far that 
they helped build churches had done wonders 
for our reputation. 

A funny side note: Someone called “Axe,” 
who were one of the first to begin rebuilding 
churches, became a devout Christian who fought 
for gay people’s right to get married in church. I 
remember Axe one day saying, “If 
fundamentalist Christians actually listened to 
what the Bible said rather than what they think 
it says, they’d be socialists.” 

Backpedal had become less of a way of 
life, as much as a community who supported 
each other. Faith, gender, sexuality, and race 
didn’t matter to how much you belonged. That 
was the beauty of it. 
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1997 - Consumed in Fire 


The thing about Nazis is that they get brave 
around new scenes and their language must be 
eradicated as quickly as possible. We felt that we 
had successfully done that by both banning 
Varg’s music and having me stand behind the 
counter. After all, I had a reputation. 

What we forgot to take into account was 
Nazis belief in keeping traditions. Traditions 
like not condemning Nazis. Whenever someone 
had asked about playing some black metal from 
a known racist, we had said that we didn’t play 
music by them for that reason. We didn’t know 
that someone had opened another black metal 
bar called “Satan,” which was really confusing, 
on the other side of Reykjavik built on the 
money Grave had left Teeth, which made the 
whole thing even more confusing. 

It was a signal to old Nazis who needed a 
place to hang out, and a sign to all the people 
who didn’t care that they were supporting awful 
people. 

Satan was oddly quiet compared to Natas, 
preferring to stay in the shadows and develop a 
loyal following, or so Fear told me afterwards. 
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My first meeting with this new venue 
wasn’t hearing about it. It was seeing Teeth step 
in with a few of their buddies. When they 
spotted me, they walked straight over with a 
smile. 

“Do you remember me?” they asked, 
grinning a little bit so I could see the place I had 
kicked out their teeth. They had gotten 
replacements, but they were different. Sharp. I 
didn’t know if they had threatened the dentist or 
filed them down themselves. 

All I know is that a few front teeth being 
sharpened in the front of Teeth’s mouth made 
them think of some bizarre bunny rather than a 
predator. I could tell they were a little 
disappointed, especially when I laughed loudly 
enough to attract the gaze of every single patron 
in the building. 

Rain looked over in confusion and 
immediately slapped their hand in front of their 
mouth trying desperately not to laugh. Fear and 
Bum found the whole situation suitably less 
funny than me and opted to step outside. 

“What’s so fucking funny?” asked Teeth to 
no avail. I kept laughing as they went on. 
“Remember when you attacked me? I’ve come 
to... It’s time for you to pay for what you... 
STOP LAUGHING!” 
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In all the years I had known Teeth, they 
had never been thrown off their balance when it 
came to threats, making me laugh even harder. 

After a while I finally caught my breath, 
looked at teeth again, began laughing when they 
opened their mouth, and was finally able to 
focus. “Nice teeth,” I said, almost laughing 
again. 

“Shut up, you fucking asshole! I’m here to 
tell you that I always get my way, and for the last 
four years, I’ve wanted to destroy you.” They 
signaled to the people following them, who each 
brought out a Molotov cocktail. 

I immediately lost every shred of 
confidence. Natas was more than my livelihood. 
It was my home, where everyone I cared about 
would come, where my closest friends lived. My 
thoughts went to Rain and I turned to where I 
had last seen them. 

Our eyes connected and time seemed to 
stand still, despite the fact that I saw a Molotov 
fly past my face and crash in the wall, spreading 
fire everywhere. I couldn’t hear anything until 
my eyeline was broken by suddenly being hit in 
the face. 

“I said,” Teeth was screaming at me, “how 
does it feel to know you’re going to die? How 
does it feel to know that Rain won’t ever see you 
again?” I stared at them in panic. “Don’t worry, 
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we’ll be sure to give them a good fucking. By 
anyone that wants one.” 

I found myself for a split second 
wondering if Teeth would really do that in order 
to get vengeance on me, or if they wanted to get 
under my skin. I realized in the same second that 
if Teeth wanted to hurt me, it would be to make 
sure I knew Rain would be kept alive and in 
pain, while I had to die knowing I had failed 
them. After bursting forth trying to attack them, 
I realized it was both. 

Teeth had always had numbers on their 
side and had only lost to someone who managed 
to get the drop on them. It seemed like they had 
learned something from that, as they caught my 
fist and twisted it, sending my entire left upper 
body into the bar. I let out a yell and looked 
around while I had the chance. 

Everyone was trying to get out, even 
Teeth’s goons had left, presumably as quickly as 
they had thrown the Molotov cocktails. “You 
got lucky last time, asshole.” Teeth purred in my 
ear. 


I quickly slammed my head towards the 
sound of their voice, cutting my scalp on the 
sharp teeth. It hurt like hell, but it got them off 
me, clutching their teeth they yelled, “You 
fucking cheater!” I grabbed a bottle of 
something and threw it at them. 
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Had I been witty, I’d say something as they 
jumped back to avoid the bottle, but my main 
concern was getting the fuck out of there, as it 
felt like the flames behind me was about to burn 
me up. 

I ran to the closest exit, trying to breathe as 
little as possible with all the smoke gathering up 
in Natas. I thought, “If I get out, I’ll be safe” over 
and over, not foreseeing that Teeth had planned 
on that. 

The moment I got out, coughing and 
wheezing, a sudden weight from the side 
slammed me into the ground. Looking dazed up, 
I saw one of Teeth’s goons laying on top of me. 
“I got them! Teeth! Hurry! The cops are on the 
way!” 

Teeth came coughing out of Natas and 
looked over at me with red eyes. “You stay right 
fucking there, Butcher. I’m going to show you 
how to live up to your name.” Teeth sprinted 
forward and brough his foot into my side, 
knocking the breath out of me. 

I could vaguely hear sirens approach and 
who I presumed to be Butcher say, “fuck this” 
before I felt their weight move away from me. I 
desperately wanted to stand up, but I couldn’t. 

As I began hearing clearer and got more 
control of my body I could hear, “Bunch of 
fucking cowards,” mumbled by Teeth. I 
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managed to roll onto my stomach and tried 
crawling. “Where the fuck do you think you’re 
going?” I felt a kick in my other side and let out 
another yelp. 

Teeth reached down and forcefully turned 
me around while wheezing from exhaustion. I 
don’t think any amount of training can properly 
train you for what an actual fight is: It’s 
exhausting, especially if you have to run around 
as well. More importantly, it’s disorienting. 

While Teeth was dragging me up by the 
scruff of my neck with a clenched fist as Natas 
was burning behind us, all they could see was 
me. How to inflict the most damage to me. They 
punched me and let me fall to the ground. They 
reached out again and repeated the process over 
and over. 

I want to say that I was fighting back or 
trying to stop them, but all I was doing was lying 
on the floor with too much blood in my mouth 
for people to understand that I was crying out for 
my mom. 

The only thing Teeth cared about at the 
moment was that I was crying. “You’re... such 
a... fucking piss-baby!” they said through 
labored breathing, reaching out for me again. 

I kept shouting without being understood. 
Not that it mattered, as everyone else had left the 
moment the fire started spreading and the cops 
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approached with the fire department. At least, 
that’s what Teeth and I assumed. 

At first, it was an increasingly loud sound, 
then it was a dark blur hitting Teeth out of 
nowhere. Teeth staggered back by the sudden 
force followed by the blur, directly into Natas. 

Only when both of them began screaming 
did I realize what had happened. Rain had 
rushed Teeth to get them off me, pushing Teeth 
into the burning building along with themself. I 
didn’t know if it was an intentional move to kill 
Teeth or not. All I knew was that I had to help 
them, but I couldn’t. 

There was a loud crack as the roof 
collapsed in on itself, abruptly cutting off both 
the screams. 

It’s weird, I can’t remember Rain’s face, 
but that sound is still fresh in my mind. 

I was laying on the ground, bleeding and 
crying out to them, hoping against hope that 
Rain would be OK. They couldn’t be dead, I 
wouldn’t accept it, I still somehow don’t. 

I passed out on the ground, bleeding and 
horrified. 
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1997-2006 - Those Left Alive 


I woke up in the hospital handcuffed to the bed 
with a cop sitting next to me. I was told I was 
under arrest for assisting in insurance fraud. The 
cops had reasoned that since the fire was lit on 
purpose that it had all been an elaborate scam to 
get money from a failing business. 

I quickly spoke up, but realized I was 
missing too many teeth and were on too many 
drugs to be able to feel anything, let alone speak. 

It took me a week to find out what had 
happened to Rain. 


While the cops certainly had an agenda against 
us, they couldn’t deny the mountains of 
testimonies saying that someone had gone in and 
intentionally burned down the building. The 
theory that the five bodies they found in Natas 
were just an elaborate way of throwing the cops 
off was quickly dismissed, especially when they 
found the plans to attack Natas in Satan. 

I hadn’t even thought about the fact that 
other people could have been trapped inside 
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Natas when it burned down. Nobody I knew all 
that well fortunately, though some did feel their 
deaths were more important. To me, the only 
body that mattered was Rain’s. They had been 
severely hurt by the roof collapse and burned 
alive according to the doctor I met. I wish I 
hadn’t known that. 

Everyone who was left from Natas arrived 
at the funeral of our fallen friends. What should 
have been a month felt like a year. I was 
homeless, I had nothing, and I became distant. If 
I could only have a picture to cling onto of Rain, 
I think I would’ve ended up happier, but they all 
went up in flames. The only thing I had was her 
“I hate Sundays” shirt, which I just happened to 
be wearing at the time. 

I can’t wear it anymore; it brings back too 
many painful memories. So does seeing Garfield 
in general, which is incredibly embarrassing. It 
also doesn’t help that it’s actually really hard to 
avoid Garfield merchandize. Who fucking knew 
the biggest issue I would experience in my adult 
life would be to avoid Garfield? 

I crashed on Bum’s couch for a long time, 
only occasionally catching them telling me that 
someone else had been attacked by Nazis and 
that the Black Metal community we had made in 
Natas was breaking up. Even Fear, who had for 
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the longest time claimed to be a “true” 
metalhead had gone away from the scene. 

Eventually there were nobody who’d talk 
about, or associate with Natas. It was like the bar 
that had formed the beginning of our adult lives 
was slipping from the collective consciousness. 
It’s strange, as it once was part of everyone’s 
consciousness, no matter how much people 
didn’t want it to be like that. 

Most of the records of Natas, or Satan 
(when the bar was called that, the Nazi bar just 
changed name and is still running last time I 
checked) were lost in a fire, though I think they 
may have decided to remove the information 
because of what a fiasco the entire thing was. 
From Grave’s church protests to Natas burning 
down with five people losing their lives, the 
whole narrative screamed of neglect. 

Most painful to me was the fact that the 
police had slowed down the arrival of the 
firetrucks, meaning the building may have been 
saved and Rain would still be alive. Maybe 
that’s just wishful thinking though. 


I started bartending again soon enough. That’s 
the nice thing about bartending: There’s always 
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a need for you and experience isn’t as 
demanded, something that’s extremely practical 
when everyone has suppressed the memory of 
where you last worked. 

I lived in a small apartment, saving up as 
much as I could in order to get out of Reykjavik 
and Iceland. Too many painful memories. 

I eventually managed to save up enough 
money to move out of the country to a small 
village in Canada, because I’d be fucked if I was 
going to go to Norway after all the ways it 
fucked up the scene here. 


Bum became a vocal anti-fascist alongside 
Sickle, who started dating each other and 
working together in a community theatre, Bum 
taking care of the accounting. They both joined 
the punk subculture and are happy. Whenever 
they call, it’s to tell of another exploit that 
somehow always tops the previous incredible 
story. 

They always end the conversation saying, 
“soon there won’t be any more Nazis to scare.” 

I always reply, “but then you wouldn’t 
have a reason to call,” in my most sarcastic voice 
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before we both laugh, say our goodbyes, and 
hang up. Those phone calls are the highlight of 
my life now and I don’t know if I’m actually 
being sarcastic anymore. 

Fear was quick to cut all contact with us, 
last I heard they moved to Denmark and got a 
dog. I like to imagine that they called it 
“Thunder.” 

The rest of Natas either got jobs and had 
more selfish things to worry about than the 
world’s problems, or became anti-fascists in one 
way or another. Axe specifically continued their 
priestly work, focusing on legalizing gay 
marriage. 


I still live in the little village as a bartender, 
trying to keep my mouth shut about the casual 
racism, sexism, and homophobia you so often 
find in western mral arias. Sure, it’s better than 
in the United States, but so is being fucked with 
a drill. 

I suppose I just became afraid to stand up 
to anyone after being beaten half to death by 
Teeth just in case they are as sociopathic as they 
were. My political opinions have remained the 
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same, I’m just less vocal about it when I can’t 
hide behind an anonymous facade. 

I never really got over Rain despite 
forgetting their face, as you can probably tell, 
and the closest thing to a relationship is casual 
sex with people from out of town. 

It’s funny actually; whenever I feel down, 
I find a record player and a Backpedal album I 
had tucked away at my parent’s house before I 
moved into Natas, and remember. Back to when 
my friends and I burned the only examples of 
Varg’s Backpedal albums ever to exist. Back to 
when Rain and I lived in tight quarters above the 
bar living hand to mouth. Back to when Thunder 
would give me a smile for referring to it as 
Backpedal rather than True Undead Black 
Metal. 

I think about all of that and suddenly it 
isn’t so important that nobody cares anymore. 
We hurt Nazis, we loved each other, and we had 
a good, if scrawny, life. 
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Epilogue 


Somehow, writing this story has lifted my spirit. 
I thought I wrote how a genre came to be, but 
instead it’s about a collection of people. Then 
again, Backpedal was never really a genre as 
much as the people who were involved in it, so 
in my eyes, this book is actually the perfect 
representation of that idea. 

I’ve decided to go back to Iceland to 
briefly visit Rain’s grave and Bum, giving them 
both a proper goodbye. Maybe I’ll even get to 
join in one of these legendary escapades before 
moving into Toronto and help an anti-fascist 
organization there. That would be something, 
wouldn’t it? Maybe try getting in another 
relationship. 

It’s what I would have wanted for Rain, so 
it’s probably what they would want for me. 
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Afterword by Andreas: On Creating a Book for 

a Fake Genre 


The first time Andri showed me the draft for the 
script that would be How to Make Backpedal, I 
was convinced this was a real genre even after 
the script revealed it was made up. I remember 
asking Andri, “Wait, is this genre real, or just 
made up?” 

He then showed me a video featuring the 
YouTubers Boy in a Band and Andrew Huang 
having a competition of finding out if a genre 
was real or not. Backpedal, an invention of 
Andrew, was one of them. Finally convinced 
that this wasn’t a real thing I said, “This is going 
to be brilliant.” 

We worked tirelessly on the script, adding 
strange tidbits to make the story funny and 
interesting in order to prove one thing. The 
elitists may cry for hours about how serious 
Black Metal is, but if I was fooled by this genre 
when I first read Andri’s draft, it’s probably the 
most condemning evidence that Black Metal is 
extremely silly. 

This begs the question, “Why did I decide 
to write the book, short as it is?” Partially it’s 
because I’ve kept getting ideas about the fake 
history of Backpedal and that there were ideas 
we decided to cut from the video that I feel could 
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better be explained through text. The ideas that I 
had as I wrote this, as you can probably tell, 
would be far too dark for a comedy video on the 
Internet, but maybe just dark enough for 
someone to write an uncommercial, backwards 
written book as a testament of their time in an 
obscure metal scene and as a way of finally 
getting over their fist love without forgetting 
them completely. 

Most importantly, it’s because creating 
and writing about a fake music scene based on a 
real one allows me to talk about what the Black 
Metal community could become if we allow it to 
evolve into something more progressive. 

Fuck the elitists, fuck the people who make 
excuses for racists in the genre, and fuck LGBT+ 
hostile attitudes. Nothing will ever be as metal 
as supporting minorities and protesting racists. 


-Andreas 
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Notes on the Text by Andreas: 

In this story, I have referred to every character 
that did not have an established gender in the 
“How to Make Backpedal” video as, 
“they/them” and have given them all gender- 
neutral nicknames. The fictional reason is that 
the author wanted to protect the identities of 
those in the scene while also giving those in the 
know credit, or expose how awful they were. 

The real reason is that I, as a cis male who 
have mainly read stories by cis people, would 
probably either forget to include trans people, or 
add certain elements that may veer into 
stereotyping and things that are completely 
inaccurate if I took gender identity into account. 

While there is a “canon” for what genders 
the different characters are, I think the reader’s 
idea of what gender a character is far outweighs 
how I view them in the story. In other words, go 
ahead and write fanfiction or make fanart of 
these characters as whatever gender you want if 
you feel like it. 

Just remember that if you come across 
someone’s interpretation of the characters and 
you disagree, that’s their view of the characters 
and here I’m officially saying you’re both 
correct. 

Unless it’s racist, sexist, homophobic, or 
transphobic, then it’s both wrong and awful. 
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This one’s for the outcasts who faced unjust 
persecution. It’s easy for me, a white, cis, 
straight man to say, “be yourself,” as I’ve never 
faced any problems because of who I am. You’re 
the heroes, regardless if you show pride in who 
you are, or try hiding it away. 

There will be times when everything 
seems hopeless and we seem to be falling ass- 
backwards through time, but the status quo can’t 
last, and in the end, we will be victorious. 

It may take a long time, it may only happen 
within barbarism, but we will come together and 
be stronger, no matter who tries to stop us. 

So be yourself when you’re ready, and 
when you do, be yourself as loudly as possible 
so others dare be themselves too. 
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